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R. GEORGE HAYES,
eminent specialist
in npervous disor-
ders though he
was, admitted to be-
ing the most ab-
sent-minded of men.
It was therofore
llke him 1o leave
the three pages of
hia letter spread on

the desk, and returning later from tho
telephone to fold but two and mall
them inslde the envelope addressed to
bis favorite pupil, Thomas Deering A
gust of wind from the open window
presently lifted the leftover sheet, and
after playing with it for a moment, hid
ht neatly out of sight behind the radi-
stor.

Next day, Tom Deering, at the post
office of Reedstown, turned aver lnpgin
hand a letter he had reluctantly writ-
ten, checked an impulse to destroy it,
then with a resigned grunt dropped It
inte the slit. He hated the prospect
of a year's drudgery In a remote, old-
fashioned country hospltal, and be
yearned for the clty with {ts oppor-
tunities for study and research, but
there was the necessity of pending reg-
ular remittances to his iInvalld mother.
and—well, the clty wae uncertain, un-
less a fellow had a well-established
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EKE jabbed his spade
into the ground and
gazed across the
valley to a little

apple trees, but not
80 as to wholly con-
ceal the back yard
clothealine. A slen-
der figure could be seen fastening
some clothea to the line. That was
Peggy. Peggy worked for Farmer
Jones, and every Sunday afternoon, be-
tween watering the horses and milklng
time, Zeke went over there in his
best sult and sat with her under the
apple trees. He had been doing It for
& year,

There was & look of care on Zeke's
face now. Farmer Jones had been
levied on for debt, and in four weeks
more the little fruit farm would be sold
by order of the sheriff. Then Peggy
would have to go elsewhere.

What Zeke would llke could not be,
now. He had nothing in the world
but his Sunday sult and a debt of $40

physielan to back him. He scarcely
noticed the envelope passed out by the
clerk. s he walked off, feellng that his
accoplance once malled his bridges
were burned behind him.

The alr waa bright with autumn sun-
shine, and bheo sauptered toward the
lake, to slt on an overturned hoat and
moodlly watch the white caps dancing
on the water. Whan at leat he opened
his letter and took one glance at the
joyful surprige, The firet page ran
as followa:

“Dear Tom—A chance for you, my
lad, and don't fall me on your life. 1
am called to the front and cannot re-
fuge—am leaving In three days to sall
for ap Italian port and then on. You
are my choice to take over certaln
casecg for me here, not more than a
dozen, but with money enough to keep
you going. Come on by next train. You
will be a rich man if you can find a
cure for Neely Grey., She baffles me.
She has not walked for a year, and I
can't make her, although I know she
can If gshe wanta to, —"

The eecond sheel had only a few
words: "I went {o school with Cor-
nelia, and she always was stubborn.
Drop whatever you are doing and come
on.” And It was slgned with the bold
dashing hand of George Hayes.

Tom lost little time getting back to

the postoffice and after considerable
persuasion succeeded in heading off
the aceeptance he had sent the country
hospital, A train for the city left in
& half hour. Tt was qulck work to put
together his traps, say the absolutely
necossary farewells and cateh the filer,
Early the following morning he rang
the bell at Dr. Hayes' houss, where he
found furnjutre and plctures shroud-
ed and all the symptoms of a thorough
cloging up. Hlis old teacher met him
with cordlal welcome,

“It's good you've come, Tom,” he
cried “I'm getting off two days earller
than I hoped. I've had to leave direc-
tions for you written out instead of
talking them over It's all clear,
though You can’t mlatake. There's a
bit of money in the Natlonal, just to
tide over until you begin to get In
checks; and you will find good board
at—"

Here the doctor's Japaness man in-
terrupted excitedly: “The taxl she
walt, sir. We are otherwise left be-
hind and the steamer she sall along
without us.*

Next moment the valet had eaught
hie master's arm and half pushed, half
pulled him to the cab. Tom ran out In
time to hear the last Injunctions;
“Make that obslinate Miss Neely walk,
If you don't do another thing—"

Dr. Deering’s first professional call
was at the fashionable hotel apart-
ment of Miss Cornelln. With a boylsh
wish to make a good Impression he bad
bought a little present on the way, and
when the frim mald admitted him to
the drawing-room, he slipped off the
wrappings and handed her a palr of
lavonder boudoir slippers

“Please tell Miss Grey,” he sald, try-
Ing to look as dignified and grave as
posaible, "that I hava a note of intro-
ductlon from her old school-mate, Dr.
George Hayes"

Tho mald gave him a puzried glance,
checked a smile, and pushing back a
portiere disclosed a second room. A
whoaled chalr waas so placed that the
visitor eould see only a slender flgure
agalnst the plilows, without a glimpsae
of the lady's face. He stepped near
the opening, propared for a gentls, pa-
tlent voice exclaiming in pleasure over
the dainty giff, and summoning him
still closer. He listened complacently
to his message dellvered, saw the slip-
pers put into an outstretched hand;
next instant two little lavender objects
flew through the air and struck him
squarely Ino the face. Tho wheeled
chalr was turned rapidly about, and
to hiz amazement the invalld disclosed
herself a8 a girl of some 20 years, with
dellcate, lovely face, a mass of reddish
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It Was All Planned This Way
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brown halr above two vaivety blue
e‘yer, and—alas, too evidently a tem-
por!

"I—1—hbeg your pardon,” the doctor
Is some mistake. 1
eame to eure you, and—"'

“I don't .are to be cured," the young
lady announced. “And 1 never wear
knitted slippers. Good afternoon”™

There was nothing to do bul apolo-
glze and take his departure as grace-
fully as he might, and without courage
to pay a aecond professlonal vialt at
once, Deerlng wandered back to the
office which Dr. Hayes had left at his
dispnsal. The llttle glimpre he had
caught of the lovely and furiously
angry Invalid had served to makea
deap Impresslon, and pacing tha office
he thought ovar and over of the mys-
tery. Surely old Dr Hayes had writ-
ten that Cornella Groy was hls achool-
mate once. And Hayes was 70 {f he
was a day.

Striding up and down he passsd the
radiator many times, cold now, as
the summer lingered yet Presently a
gcrap of paper back agalnst the wall
took his attention, and in idle curiosity
he fished It out. The writing was his
master'’s and he began to read. Then
he took out the letier he had received,
and lo, the page fitted in. Then he no-
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While the Dollars Came In

owed the undertaker. He had provid-
ed for bhis mother untll she died a fow
weeks before, and her f{ilness and
funeral expenses had taken more than

cotiage on the op- all he had. He could not marry o
posite slope. It was debt.
almost hidden by So hls spade went into the ground

viclously.

Near the Hooper barn was 8 sag-
ging huge gaté that had to be opened
every time the cattle were let out or
In, apd, Indeed, every time apy one
went to the barn. At least three or
four minutes were lost every time any
one passed through. Within a week
after he hired out to Hooper, Zeke be-
gan to cast dlscontented looks at the
gate, until one moonlight night he de-
termined upon actlon. He had noth-
ing to work with except a hammer and
some bits of plank and a few rusly
pails. But out of the planks he fash-
joned a sort of trough, which be se-
cured firmly to the hinge end of the
gate, allowing It to project from the
top. Into this trough he placed as
large stones as he could lift, adding
to them until the sagging end of the
gate was ralsed clear of the ground.

Finally he had It g0 nlcely balanced

that the mere touch of his finger
would swing it open or shut. Then he
shifted the hinges so that the gate

would swing to of ltself afler any omne
had passed through

The next morning Job Hooper looked
the gate over sharply, but as thero
secmed to be pothing with which he
could find fault, he remalned silent. A
few days later the drummer of an agrl-
cultural coneern came around with
some improved tools which he wished
to show. Job Hooper, of course, did
pot want to buy any, and he sald so
bluntly. But the drummer still lin-
gered

“Suppose you let me leave one of the
rakes for a month?' he urged “You
needn’t buy It, or even touch It, If you
don’t want to. I will call for the
rake at the end of thirty days and my
profit will chance on your looking It
over and maybe using it, or of some of
the neighbors coming in and looking
4t It. That will mean a future sala. It's
just an advertising dodge, you see™

“Oh, ye can leave the thing If ye
want te,” sald Job, ungraciously.
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good-by folks,”
bellowed Hezekiah
Middleton, as the
traln moved slowly
on lte way.
“Good-by,” echoed
his wife, Miranda.
“Good luck,” an-
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squash thoss doughnuts.”

Hezeklah slowly arose, only to sll
on the flowers which had been be-
stowed go lavishly on them by the
neighbors.

“You do beat anything I ever saw,
Hezeklah., Can't you see whal you are
getting on, now1”

gwered the “folks,” “Yeg, my dear,” gently soothed tho
A and then began to husband, “hut 1 am so tred I can
wave thelr hands, a hardly see”

thing which they continued to do un-
til the traln was lost to sightl.

“Well, we aro off at last,” said Mrs.
Middleton, settling back oo the seat.
“It just did seem as If we never would
be, though."

“Yes, we are off at last,” answered
her husband.

“Mirandy,” he suddenly exclaimed,
“are you sure you told that hired man
to feed the cat?”

«anhgolutely,” was the answer, “but
Hezekiah, you are settlng on our
lunch. Get up this minutc before you
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They Both Wanted
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ELIA had read hun-
dreds of stories
whose plot centered
around the visit of
an old school friend
more altractive
than the wlife to
whom the husband
gives his love, She
always had eujqred
them, conscious

that she had been the prettiest girl in
ber class and therefore could with per-
fect safety allow Martin to be in close
association with any of them who
might care to visit her.

_ None of them cared for a long time

Their ways had dlverged, their ioter-

ests had scattered. She hardly remem-

bered the names of those who had
married; did not know the, where-
abouts of those who had stayed single
and now were working in varlous
cities. She hersell was a busy wife
and mother. She Lad three children,
the aldest nine. That meant ten hap-
py vears, oxcept, of course, for the
usual mishaps that dot every married
m;choo'.l days scemed far off. In ten
years she had lost her girlish slim-
pess, she koew. Bul then Martin was
almost fat and his hair, always thin,
had disappeared entlrely from a spot
on the crown the size of a dollar. So
be couldn't cast reflections on her be-
cause of a double chin end disinclina-
Uon to curl her bair except for special

Conversation ceased and nothing
could be heard hut the enoring of He-
zeklah.

Mr. and Mrs, Middieton had been
planning on a four-day visit to the
city home of thelr married daughter
for quite a while, They had at last
succeeded in getting ready, and were
now actually on thelr way.

“Molborne, Melborne,” cried the
conductor, putting his head in at the
door

“Hezoklah," called Miranda, “wake
up, wake up. We're here”

oceaslons. She doubted amusedly 1f
Martin knew when her halr was curled
and when stralght

So when she met Ethel Hayne lo a
depariment store and heard that she
had been illustrating in the city faor
five years and was a bit lonesome and
homeslck, without a thought of conse-
quoncos she suggested that Elhel comwe
{o live with them. Thoy had a spara
room and it would be pleasant, Frank-
ly Celin confessed that the money
could be used. Ethel agreed to como
She was a tall, vivaclious girl, not
pretty. She had mnever been that,
though her mouth and eyes were good.
Celia always had liked her for her In-
variable good spirits. Now she was
genuinely glad to note that Ethel re-
tained much of the old young girl
charm.

Ethel came. Martin, too, agreed that
{t wag pleasanlt to have some one
whom they knew in the extra room. He
didn't llke the usual run of roomers
Yor a week they enthuslastically dis-
cussed old times, courting days, old
friendships. Cella declared that she
waa golng to huni the location of all
the elass and invite them 1o a reunion.
Ethel gald it would be nice. But spme
lived in California, gome in New Jer-
gey. It would be Impossible to get
them together.

“Of course,” sald Martin, “Celia’a
fmpractical.”

“But dear and sweel,” sald Ethel
gratefully.

“That’s all right,” said the drummer,
*but hello! what sort of contrivance
Is that?™

They were standing near the gate
and apparently forgetting hls own
business, the drummer went forward
and examined Zeke's work curlously
“Good ldea!” be sald, turning to Job,
approvingly “A grand good idea'
How did vou happen to think of {7

“It's some of my hired man's dilly-
dailyin’,” replled Jab, gruffly. "He's
forever up to something of that sort
Wastes half his time.”

Zeke was digging post holes a [ew
yards away, but, though he flushed, he
did not leok up

“No wasted tlme about that,” de
clared the drummer emphatically, “It's
a valuable iden. There's money In It°

“Money?" questioned Job, eagerly.
Then he saw one of the horses squeesz-
Iog bls body through the open dgor-
way of the corperib and he rushed off.
He would have sent Zeke, but he pre-
ferred the hired man to contluue at the
pogthole digging

“So it's your ldea, Is It?" sald the
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Her husband gave a loud snore and
slowly oponed his eves before bhe fuily
comprebended where he was.

Fearing that the traln might start
before they succeeded In getting off,
they falrly ran the whole length of the
car. But at last they stood upon the
platform, jostled by the people, and
not knowing where to go.

“Louise sald that she would be here
to meet us,” almost sobbed Mrs. Mid-
dleton, "but 1 don'l sea her, do you?”

“No, [ don't,” Hezekiah was obliged
o gay “but 1, wouldn't worry., She will
be here goon, and Il she lan't, 1 heard
someone hollering ‘hack’ a few min-
utes agn, and probably they can take
us where we wish to go.”

His wife was comforied and sudden-
Iy cried out, "Look at that grand aulo-
moblle, and look who I8 in It!"

“Well, I swan! Loulse!™ ejaculated
Hezekiah

Just ilren Loulse espled them. After
the greelings were over, they wera
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put foto that “grand automoblle” and
were soon In front of a tall, spaclous-
looking, brick building, which proved
to be the home of Loulse.

They were ushered into a large hall
which was absolutely still save for
the creaking of Hezeklah's new boots
Miranda Wkept smoothing down the
front of her dress, while her husband
twirled his hat

“The mald will show you to your
rooms,” sald Loulse, "apd you can
dreas for dinner.”

“Dress,” echoed Hezeklah, "1—" but
a nudge from Miranda interrupted his
saying that Ue bad his only best suil
on

“Thank you," was Miranda's reply

They wers led up the wide stalrens®
and soon found ibhemselves alone lo
their large bedroom.

“Well, I nover,” ventured Hezokiah.

“Nor I, either,” returned his wife “I
sure will have some new ldeas (o show
that Miss Brown when I get home, and

;.
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drummer, as he crossed to Zeke's slde.
“Going to have it patented, of courae?

Zeke laughed, “Patented—that fooi-
ish thing! Why, It's nothing but a lot
of stones and two hinges placed so the
gate will shut itself”

The drummer regarded him thought-
fully. “Look here,” he sald suddenly,
“how would you like to make a trade?
I could appropriate the idea for my-

self, if I did business that way, but I
don't Still, I like to make money
whenever I see a chaonce My house

does a good deal In patented articles
and 1 can generally guess pretty close
whether therc's money in an idea or
not. New, If you say so, I will pul
this through at my own expense and
keep hLalf the profit What do you
say ™

Zeke's indifference began to vanlsb.
“If you really think it's worth any-
thing" he sald, doubtfully. *I don't
want you to lose money, But I thought
patents wore made of pulleys an’
springs an’ such things, an' that 'twas
goniuses who got ‘em up after years of
study.”
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to think that I thought her house was
nice.”

“] wonder what Hiram Smith is do-
in' at home, now,” began the husband,
and they continued to talk on this sub-
fect until the bell rang to go down to
dinner.

When they had been welcomed by
John, the husband of Loulse, they
were led into the brightly iighted din-
ing room, and the dinner began, and
sucl o diopner it seemed to Mr. and
Mrs. Middleton! It was the tople of
conversatiop at home or the next four
months

When the old eouple were talking of
it later in their rooms, Hezekiah de-

clared that If all the knives and forks
of nll the folks at home were put to-
gethor, they couldn’t equal the number
that he, himself, had used that night.

“1 guess 1 won't need thase checked
aprons 1 hrung along” Miranda sald
“I gue=s that Loulge doesn't do much
work by the number of sorvants

0o Speak

Cella laughingly agreed with Mar-
tin. Then they began to talk of Ethel's
work. She sald that she had prospered
to @ fair degree. But of course in any
artistlo llne no progress satlsfics. She
talked anlmatedy of her hopes, pros-
pects, triumphs and defeats. She had
the real woerker's egotiasm. But it waa
entertaining. Martin, who was an ad-
vertising man, was intercsted. He
spoke of her doing some commercial
work for his irm. There was no un-
dus pride or temperament about Ethel.
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Bhe sald she would be very glad. It
was arranged that she lunch with Mar-
tin the next day and be introduced to
the manager, Calla ¢ould net join them,
because the children had to bave thelr
lunch.

In the morning, the thres planned a
theater Jaunt to make up for Cella's
missing the lunch. The theater jaunt
wng gay. Martin laughed. Celia had
pot seen him laugh so for years JI
took her back to the old courting days
when he chaffed ushers and walters.

She had not reallzed how sober Martin
had grown In thess years

Thers were other theater parties;
sometimes supper afterward. Celia
enjoyed them. But after a while she
began to reflect that they were spend-
Ing more money thap they could af-
ford. Yet she did not see how to atop
Ethel did not ask them to go. She
merely expressed a willingness o be
taken And somehow Cella hated to let
her Know that they could not afford It
With the three children they had to be

Just Smiiles

Ton Many Big Names.

He was the new elevator boy and the
broukers and bankers in the big sky-
gcraper were not famillar with his
name.

“Charles,” called the first broker
that entered the car, “the seventh”

The new boy stopped at the seventh
floor,

“Louls.” sald another, “the ffth™

The car slowed up at the Afth floor

“Albert,” persisted another, the sec-
ond.”

The boy looked suspicious. Sudden-
Iy a tall clerk touched him on the arm
and chirped:

“Joseph, the firgt!”

This was too much. The new lad

looked around {n disgust
you fellows trying to guy me? he
growled. "Or do you think this car
is & bunch of Roman history? 1uh!
Joseph, the first, ¢h? Firet thing you
will be calling ‘Richard, the third,’ and
I'll go daft and holler, ‘Me kingdom
for a horse.” Cut it out!”

“Suy, are

His Deep Concern.

The kind old lady noticed a small
lad enterlug a cobbler's with a small
package.

“What have you there, sonny?" she
asked kindly,

“Ma's  slipper,” replied the lad;
“you see, there (s a tack out of place
in it and I want to have it fixed before

ma notlees it."

“Ah, what a considerate little boy!
suppose you are afrald the tack might
hurt your mother's foot?"”

“Well, It Isn't exaotly that You

see, the tack Is stlicking out on the
eclo and this s the slipper ma
Epanks me with.”

™

An Artfal Dodger.

“Yes," sald the candldate, "1 must
adm!t that when those hoodlums down
at Podunk tried to argue with me I
dodged the issuo.”

“Why did you do that?"
the campalgn manager.

“Because,” explained the candidate,
“they trled to argue with eggs"

queried
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ticed that it was marked with the fg-
ure two, and was intended as part of
the letter Hayes had sent him. It was
flluminating.

“Neely Is the young nlece of Mirs
Cornelia, a very rich lady, who died
some months ago, after an automobile
accident. Neely waa In the motor, too,
and though entirely uninjured got o
fixed idea that she was crippled hope-
lesaly for life. She has no relatives,
and what with lonellnega after such a
shock, I In danger of growing into a
sonr, bad-tempered woman. I have
falled in all my eflorts to Touse her
Bhe detests me as well as I can make

cut. I wish vou better luck.”
Now Deering understand. For a
minute he wrinkled his brow in

thonght, then throwing back his head
he laughed at memory of the enraged
Mies Neely as she beheld hia offering
of old lady’s bedroom slippers. “I'il
make that girl walk,” he said aloud, it
I have 1o stlek pins into her to do It."
Next day he called agnin, and taking
the mald out of earshot, explaired his
plan. The girl, who was genuinely at-
tached to her mistress, agreed to help,
and obeying his directions, left the
apartment and promised not to angwer
any call. “Only don’t frighten her,
sir,” wag her only stipulation, to which
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The drummer smiled. “It is that
way sometimes,” he sald.

He opened a notebook and wrote
for gome seconds, then tore out the
leaf and handed it to Zeke. "“It's a
sort of agreement for you to put your
name to,” he sald “Read it first,
though. Never sign anything until you
know what it 18"

Zeke tooik the paper and read it,
then he affixed his name with the pen
which the drummer held ready.

Three weeks went by and nothing
more was heard from the drummer.
Job Hooper was openly scoffing now.
But it did pot disturb Zeke In the least.
To spite of what the drummer bad said
he could not bring himself to believe
the slmple contrivance was of any
value

Then at the end of three weeks came
this letter:

“Mr. Zeke Wright, Hooper's Farm—-
Dear Sir: The patent papers aro go-
fog through all right, but in the mean-
time the house I work for has made
an offer for a one-half inlerest. As you
left the matter wholly {n my hands, T
refused to sell more than half, but this
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around here™

“] guess npot, elther,” answered He-
zeklah, “At supper—I mean, dipner—
1 felt so much llke a baby, having
gomeoneé stand at my elbow all the
time, I thought I hadn't ought to eal

those plckies for fear 1 would be
siek.”
“Well, I'm so tired, so good-night,

Hezeklah," sald Miranda.

“Gopd-night, Miranda,” came
husband’a answer,

And so thelr city 1ife began. Rides,
theatera, dinners and . art galleries
wera only a few of the many places
where they went during the four days

Bul st last the day came when they
gald good-by, and once more boarded
the train, only to go in another direc-
tlon this time—towards home,

“We have had a lovely visil,'” shout-
ed the couple from the window In the
traln.

The conductor shouted, “All aboard,”
and thay started on thelr journey. AS
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careful, or income and output would
not balance. Celia fretted under debt,
even a small one.

So for awhile she stayed at home,
even from movies, but urged the two
to go without her. She hoped that they
would not. But they did—occaslonally
at first; then frequently.

Finally Martin began to treat Celia
differently. She felt it, rather than
poticed It. One night from behind his
paper she saw him studyiog Etheol’s vi-
vaclous face. She had not known {bat
Martin could study a face so intently.
It hurt. She never dreamed that any-
thing could hurt bher so bard. Rislng
hastily, she went to her bedroom, and
then, after Ave minutes, ghe dared not
come oul. She went to bed, calling out
that she had a headache.

Nothing was the same afler that.
Counting grimly one day, ehe learned
that the money that Ethel paid for her
room was slightly less than they had
paid out on Jaunis. Well, it was petty
to count it, but who could help petti-
pess when three children necded every
spare cent for clothea. Her round
fuce took on a grim look.

So she made po fuss, nor gave anoy
sign that 1ife was different to her. She
wage surprised at her own callouaness,
for she was able to talk to Ethel with-
out rancor, and even to discuss the top-
ies of the day with unconcern. She
wondered dully if the girl would live
with them forever. Somctimes sho an-
noyed herself by wondering how far

By Annette Angert
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By Will Seaton

Deering replled that he had no suech
intention. Alona in the drawing room
he drew the shawl from a large bun-
dle he had brought, and lifted out a
sleeplng baby, Putting the child on
the rug beslde the portiere hs hid him-
self and walted.

The clock ticked away an hour be-
fore anything happened. Then it all
came with astonishing suddenness. The
baby woke up and gave a sharp, clear
cry, followed by walls. Neely called
for Marle. When the mald falled to
appear, thera was the sound of foot-
steps, faltering at first, then firmer, and
Deering had the satlafaction of behold-
ing the cripple push analde the curtaln,
1ift the baby with a little crooning
round of joy and carry {t back to the
other room.

It was over the cradle of their own
firat-born that Deering found courage
to tell his wife that her cure was his
planning, and not an acclident. Her
evea flashed angrily st first, but they
goftened again as they left the wee
Nesly Grey Deering, and stole to the
bedsida of the boy the invalld had
adopted.

“l hate youn, Tom,"
getting the best of me.
Just the same.”

she sald, "for
But I love you
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sale, I think, would be for our Interest.
The house has facilities for placing a
patented article wupon the market
which you and I lack, and I fully be-
lieve that o their hands a half inter-
est wlill be more remunerative to us
than the whole, as we coulu handle it
The sale is $1,500 for each of us; and
I think we can reasonably hope for
nearly as much more each year for a
long time to come. Of course, if you
do not wish to make this sale, it need
not stand. You will only hava to re-
turn the incloged check with your re-
fusal. But my advice is to accept™

Not wish to make the sale! Zeke
laughed aloud at the thought. Why,
the money? Then he gasped at the
sudden, new tremendous Iidea. The
Jones sale would come off in a few days
and he belleved the place would be
knocked down for less than $1,600. Or,
if not, he could easlly borrow the liitle
difference there might be, or let It go
on morigage until apotber check came
on the gate patent. Peggy need not
leave the pretty fruit farm after all—
only move from the Kitchen into the
parlor.
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they peared home, they both craned
their necks from the window to see if
they could see a few of the nelghbors
and sure enough, there was a crowd
of them all walting to welcome them
home.

Before the traln stopped Hezekiah
was shoutlng to everyone on the plat-
form, and for once Miranda let him do
a5 he pleased.

Hezeklah later sald that he couldn't
even think when he got off of that
traln because of the shouts and cheera
which arose. That night, as they wers
settled in thelr own home and the last
guest bhad departed (for everyone had
come to see them that day), Hezeklah,
half closing his eyes, turoed to his
wife, and said, "I like Louise's house,
but don't It ssem good to get home
again?

It certainly does,” reaponded Miran-
da, and then everything was still ex-
capt the tick, tick of the clock, for they
wers both fast asloep.
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ghe and Martin had gone. But she
flercely would not admit that thought
unless it forced itself on her.

She felt, however, that she could not
endure this three-cornersd situation
any longer. She had overestimated
her power of endurance. Whon Mar-
tin came home tbat night sbe must
talk to him,

It was a relief that Bthel telephoned
she was dining down town. Celia was
frightened for a moment. Was Mar-
tin—" But he came home. And at the
dinner table she began bravely: “Mar-
tin, I've been intending, trying to speak
to vou about Ethel*

“Well, I'm glad you have,” pald Mar-
tin. “I've been trying to speak to you!
Now, I know she's your friend and
you're fond of her, and It's pleasant
to have her around. But, say, she's
borrowed every cent I've had to sparo
for o month! I'm broke! Of eourss,
it'a bard to refuse a woman, but, darn
{t! " she sguanders money! She has
no sense of honesty! I think she's a
grafter! Now, fiy off the handle, Ce-
lie. I can’t help it! I'm tired of eat-
ing doughnuts and coffee for lunch, so
shie can order strawberries out of sea-
gon Yes, she does thatl Saw her in
a restaurant one day. She was by her-
self, and, bellevo mo, I sneaked out be-
fore she saw me."”

“0Oh!" Then Celln laughed, long and
bard, But she pever told him what
developed her unexpected sense of hu«
mor.




